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wake of after-dinner coffee you are, it is said, contributing
to health and contentment. But if you do not know how to
drink this quintessence of the grape from the birthplace of
Francis the First you risk seeing pink elephants climbing
morning-glory vines.
In the words of M. Armand Simard, mayor of Cognac, this
rich brown well-aged liquor "is nectar for poets, the same
which quenched the thirst of Parnassus and perfumed the
tresses of goddesses. For the ordinary mortal," says the mayor,
>teit is a powerful and sane liquor, but for those of our vine-
yards it is more.
"It is our glory and pride. It is our source of fortune and
rat the same time our nobility. It is the fruit of slips which
plunge their roots in our soil of the Charente. It is the soul
which sings in the wine of our vineyards. It has given strength
to our sons and grace to our daughters. It clears the eye and
.gives joy to the spirit. Cognac? It is a ray of sunshine/*
No Louisville or Peoria distiller ever talked that way about
"whisky.